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his more intimate Friends. Notwith- 
| ſtanding the Rapidity with which they 


( w ) 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


T HE following little Poem was firſt 


written to give Vent to the Au- 
thor's Feelings, and publiſhed to gratify 


bought up the firſt Impreſſion (for 
which he makes his warmeſt Acknow- 
ledgements) he reſiſted, for ſeveral 


Months, their repeated Solicitations for 


a ſecond, having determined never to 


reprint it. However, the Requeſt being 


ſtill urged, he has prevailed on himſelf 


to comply; and now ſends this ſecond 


Edition abroad with ſuch Corrections as 
appeared moſt neceſſary. Happy will 
he think himſelf if it may in any Mea- 
ſure tend to improve their minds, or 
animate their Devotion. May the Di- 
vine Being accompany it with his 
Bleſſing 1 
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 INYFOCATIO N.— Inſcription 2 
. Me. and Mrs. $******* The Occaſon 
1 of the Poem. Brief Review of the Au- 
| thor's domeſiic Happineſs Earibly En- 
Joyments ; their tranſitory and unſatisfac- 
tory MWature.—Recolleftim of Mrs. 
L's dying Moments.—IWatural Grief 3 z 
it's Porce—fe Hened by the Strength of 
Farental Affection. — Death; ſubjet to 
divine Appointment—the Univerſality and * 
Certainty of it. —Miſdom of thoſe who | 
realize it.—Chriſtian Thoughts of it not 
gloomy—Reſurrefion, the Mature and N 
Evidence of it briefly hinted. —State of 1 
bad and good Men after it.---The Con- F 
clufien, 3 008 
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Temporal T hings, &c. 


4 E OME heavenly Muſe! my feeble Pen inſpire, 
O!] help me to attune the ſolemn Lyre. 
Free let my plaintive Numbers roll along; 


 Tho' deep the Wound, and painful is my Song. 


e che Muſe preſents theſe Lines to you. 
Your F riendſhip juſtly claims them as your Due. 
| Your Friendſhip makes my languid Boſom glow 
With Gratitude ; and ſoftens all my Woes 
A'S - May 
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M ay Heaven your generous Piety record 3. 


And all your Kindneſs graciouſly reward. 


O! why is Man made wretched and forlorn? 
As Sparks ay upward he's to Trouble born. 
Thus has the Voice of Sovereignty ſpoke. 

My Soul all feels the ſad and painful Yoke. 
Lately I claſp'd Emilia in theſe Arms, 

Thrice happy to admire her pleaſing 8 5 
But Death has torn her from theſe Arms away; 


And Darkneſs more than midnight veils my Day. 


Nor was this Stroke the Pe riod of my Woe: * 


The deadly Monſter {till purſued the Blow ; 
And ſnatch'd away my young Endymion too, 
O! why did Heaven ſuch bounteous Bleſſings give, 


If Heaven determin'd that they ſhould not live? 


Muſe! let my fancy view thoſe Scenes of Life | 
Afreſh, when dear Emilia was my Wife. 
What pure Affection in her Boſom glow'd ! 


What Streams of Friendſhip thro' her Actions flow'd! 
SS My 


E 
My Happineſs her Study Day by Day, 


E'en painful Hours then ſweetly paſs'd away. 
Nor was domeſtic Virtue all ſhe knew; 
Sublime ſhe felt the Love of Jeſus too. 
Devotion unaffected ever ſhew'd 

Her Soul all cleav'd to her redeeming God: 
Tho” juſt ſhe valued all the Joys of Time, 
Her Soul aſpir'd to Bleſſings more ſublime, 
Deſire was fixt on Things beyond the Sky: 
Not leſs than Heav'n itſelf could ſatisfy. 

Nor did her pious Care itſelf confine 

To her own Soul; ſhe lov'd, ſhe valued mine. 
How did ſhe rouſe my languiſhing Deſire ! 
How did ſhe fill me with Devotions Fire 

O $**+*#*» | all her Kindneſs ſtill I feel: 


With tearful Eyes I graſp her Shadow ſtill. 


Good God ! how earthly Comforts fade away ! 
At beſt they do but bloſſom and decay. 
Shall we aſſert that time devours our Joys ? 
Alas! they are but momentary Toys. | 
A, a. 
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Fondly we claim theſe Pleaſures as our own; 


Eager embrace the Shadows, and they're gone. 
No laſting Happineſs is found below. 
All is Delufion ! All is airy Show! 


Terrenial Bliſs is empty when enjoy'd ; 


And ſoon the keeneſt Appetite is cloy'd. 

Ye ſage Philoſophers, whoſe Skill profound 
Tires in purſuing Nature's ample Round! 
Here Vacuum datur, Here let Wiſdom pauſe, 
And gracious tell Mankind th'unerring Cauſe, 


How did fond Expectation lift me high 
I hail'd the Hour when, bound by ſolemn Tie, 
I call'd the Idol of my Heart my own ; 
And dream'd that Sorrow was for ever gone. 
No earthly State, alas ! is free from Pain : 
Affliction renders Expectation vain: 
Mingled with every Comfort we ools, 
We taſte the Pleaſure and the Bitterneſs. 
Four Moons had ſcarce around their Orbit danc'd, 


Ere the pale Monſter's deadly Crew advanc'd, 


('s 7 
The Stroke ſeem'd feebly given, but, ah ! it prov'd 


Too fatal to be ever thence remov'd. 


The deadly Venom of the murdering Dart 
Lay rankling long within her mortal Part. 
In vain I effay'd ſtill to hold her faſt ; 


Long Time I ſtruggled, but was foil d at laſt. 


Full eighteen Times yon pale-eyed Luna wan'd 
While ſhe in Conflict with the Foe remain'd, 
In Conflict? No: She chid the backward Dart; 


Welcom'd the Stroke, nor fear'd its keeneſt Smart. 


Love ſhining thro' Affliction calm d her Fear 


Nor one ſad Murmur did I ever hear. 


Ah painful Day ! when round her dying Bed 
We ſtood, and watch'd each Word Emilia ſaid. 


© Ready for you,” thought I,“ the Angels wait; 


Wiſhing to triumph in your bleſs'd Eſtate. | 


Tuning 


* This Thought, and the Lines themſelves with a little Al- 
teration are borrowed from that valuable Collection of ſacred 
Hymns publiſhed by the Rev. John Aſh, L. L. D. aud the Rev. 


Caleb Evans, A, M. of Briſtol. 


G 
Tuning their golden Harps they long to praiſe 


| The glorious Wonders of redeeming Grace.“ 

| What Calmneſs did ſhe then enjoy! what Peace! N 

j While in full Proſpe& of eternal Bliſs. 

4 Sad was the Time her dying Hand I took, 

! But could no longer have a Wotd or Look. 

4 She took her Flight, while I, alas! remain 

4 E xpoſ'd to Miſery, Wretchedneſs, and Pain, 

1 43 My Hearto'erwhelm'd with Grief, Imurmuring ſaid; y* 


Let the ſad Hour with Darkneſs be o'erſpread, g 


Which number'd my Emilia with the Dead. 
Strange Pangs oppreſs'd my Soul, till then unknown; 


Each Breath a Sigh, and every Word a Groan, 


In vain I ſeek Emilia in thoſe Bowers, 
Where we in Converſe ſpent delightful Hours, 
Jeſus was all our Theme, his Grace our Song \ | 
Jay (4 the Heart, and Pleaſure tun'd the Tongue, 
Heart rending Thought | in Silence ſhe remains : 


No more her Voice my liſtening Kar dctains, 


Where 


( it ) 
Farewell! ye ſolemn Walks, ye ſhady Groves, 
Where oft we trod and fed our mutual Loves ! 
Your fading Charms no longer I deplore; 


Since now my dear Emilia is no more. 


Slow mov'd the Hearſe, the Hour appointed come, 
= trembling follow -d to her laſt long Home. 
Dread Taſk! Muſt thus my Comforts be reſign'd ? 


Muſt all my Joys prove fleeting as the Wind ? 
Well nigh in vain the Reverend Man eſſay'd 

To chear my Heart, and raiſe my drooping Head, 
Such was my Grief, that thro' each opening Pore 
It burſt its Way, The laſt ſad Office o'er, 

My Fancy long ſtood weeping on the Spot, 
Alas fe ſaid I, ® is this Emilia's Lot! 

Since ſo much Virtue here impriſon'd lies, 

e dreary Glooms | around me conſtant riſe, 

If Piety entomb'd may claim a Tear, | 

T hen let me ſtay and vent my Sorrows here. 
Ah | no,---Dry up ye Tears | She dwells above; 


Baſks in the Sunſhine of a Saviour's Love 
Where 


( 12 ) 
Where Jeſus ſits enthron'd we ſoon ſhall meet, 
And Death, thro him, lie vanquiſh'd at our F cet, 
Since then Emilia's Glaſs has quickly run, 
Il ſtrive to view the Mother in the Son. 
One Pledge, of mutual Love yet enjoy: 
Her Memory ſhall endear the ſmiling Boy. 


Endymion ! well thy Mother might believe 
The Saying, Thou in Sorrow ſhalt conceive, 


The Months which hid thee in thy Mother's Womb 
Haſten'd her Paſſage to the ſilent Tomb, 
Come, cloſely twine about this tortur'd Heart, 


And let me thus alleviate my Smart,” 


$#**#*##* | hat bitter Sorrows ſtill are hurl'd 
Thro' every State in this deluding World. 
Foreboding Dreams diſturb'd my Reſt by Night: 
Fell Tokens of Endymion's early Flight. 
Affection ſtill refun'd to let him go: 
By Prayer I ſtrove Cavert the dreaded Blow. 
But ah ! his infant Heart receiv'd the Shock, 


So ſure the Aim! ſo fatal was the Stroke! 
So 


LEO, 
So have I oft dbſerv'd the Bud to ſwell z 
Delicious Sweets my Fancy could foretell : 
Hut ere its opening Beauties I enjoy'd, 


Fierce nipping Blaſts the tender Plant deſtroy'd, 


Death | thou relentleſs Tyrant! why on me 
Thus wreak thy Vengeance ? Thy fierce Cruelty 
Is ſuch as Language never can expreſs, 

Is ſuch as none but he who feels can gueſs. 


Fell Monſter do thy Shafts promiſcuous fly ? 


Or are they levell'd with a certain Eye, 

That thus my blooming Joys are torn away 

Ere they attain'd the Summit of their Day ? 
Indulgent Heaven ! forbid the gloomy Thought, 
That Man, expos'd to Fortune's random Shot 
Thus dies. Shall wild Confufion ſpread abroad, 
And neuter ſtand the wiſe and powerful God? 

In each contingent Stroke the God appears, 


Whoſe Providence controlls theſe lower Spheres. 


All 


te 
All here is Certainty. The wiſe Decree 
Of Heaven forefixt thoſe Deaths we daily ſee.“ 
But is the Voice of Sovereignty unjuſt, 
Which dooms created Beings to the Duſt ? 
Ah no! had Man his Innocence preſerv'd, 
Nor from the Laws of his Creator ſwerv'd, 
The Sentence ne'er had paſy'dz nor had we known 
The parting Struggle, or the dying Groan, 


How wide Death's Victories thro' the World are ſpread! 
All Ranks and Stations mingle with the Dead, 
Here Monarchs from their lofty Thrones are hurl'd; 


There ſteals the humble Peaſant from the World, 
"+ 


* How beautiful is the Interrogation made uſe of by the ſa- 
cred Writer Job vii. 1, J there not an appointed Time to Man upon 
Earth Ve profeſſed Inficels, who laugh at the Idea of a pro- 
vidential Government, and aſcribe every thing to Fortune! Do 


not your Hearts miſgive you when you ſay Man dies by Chance? 
Does not that Reaſon you ſo loudly boaſt of tell you that Man 2 
die? That Neceſſity which you call Fate, is no other than Man's 

- neceſſary Subjection to the wiſe Appointment of the Deity.— Ve 
profound Philoſophers, who 88 the Myſterive of the natural 
and 


( 35 ) 

Th' Ignoble and the Great together cruſh'd : 
Learned and Fools here meet and mingle Duſt, 
Nor Youth, nor Age can ſhun the Stroke of Deatli 


Nour Rank nor Fortune can ſecure our Breath, 


6 


Since all muſt ſurely die, the Man how wiſe! 
Who does the awful Moment realize, 
Ye ſirſt rate Madmen whd deſpiſe the Thought 
Of Death! your fancied Joys I envy not. 
Take your full Swing of Vaaity and Luſt, 
Nor aread your ſuture mingling with the Duſt, 
To meet Damnation chearful dance along, 
Till Hell's fierce Flames mall animate your Song. 

| But 


A FEES P I 2 
* —— ——— 


and moral World! ſay ; is Death ſubject to mere Caſualty ; or 
does it not in all it's Circumſtances declare the Interference of an 
unſeen Hand ?—But above all, ye humble Chriſtians, who make 

the ſacred Records your Study and Delight ! Tell us; is there 
not an appointed Time for Man's Exiſtence on Earth ? Your 
unerring Oracle informs us there is a Tim to be born and a Time to 

die. A Time fixed by divine Appointment. A limited Period; 
beyond which, not all the Powers of Nature and Art can pro» _ * 
tract the Span of Life one ſingle Moment, „ 


("0 J 


But thou my Soul look down ward to the Tomb. 


Shortly this Houſe muſt be my filent Home, 

Emilia ſtill in powerful Language ſays, 

“ Come, thou Companion of my fleeting Days ! 

Lie here and Join me in Death's cold Embrace,” 

Why ſhould the Grave the Chriſtian's Mind o'er- 
gloom ? | | | 

Chriſtians many look with Pleaſure on the Tomb. 

True, to proud Nature tis an awful Shock 7 

And dying Mortals fear thi impending Stroke. 3 

Yet gracious God ! O! let my Faith ſurvey 

The glorious Wonders of my dying Day. 

Sin ſhall no more oppreſs my feeble Heart, 

No longer ſhall I feel Affliction's Smart, ; 

Welcome the Hour when 1 ſhall bid adieu, 

Ye vain deluding Toys of Earth | to you, 


For me the Saviour flept beneath the Ground, 


1 hat in my Grave no Lorrors might be found; 
Thus looking forward with a cheerful Eye, 
Een Death itſelf hall lift my Pleaſures high, 


Death! 


. *., 


ty 

Death ! will thy dark Domain for ever laſt ?; 
Grave! canſt thou hold thy Priſoners always faſt ? 
gay; muſt Emilia in the Tomb remain ? 
Shall my Endymion never riſe again? 
Methinks I hear th? Archangel's Trumpet ſound, 
Which calls their llceping Duſt from under Ground; 
They riſe immediate, all dfeir Pains forgot; 
Temptations, Sin and Guilt purſue them not. 
No longer mall their Bodies Fetters prove, 
To chain the Soul from nobler Things above. 
The natural Body in the Earth once ſown, 
A Body pure and ſpititual is grown“. 

| B Myſterious 
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8 
* The Apoſtle's Deſeriptlon of the Reſurrestlon of the human 
Dody, in 1 Cor, ch. xv, ls at once beautiful and aſtoniſhing, 
After comparing the Body to a Grain of Wheat, he mentions 
various Ideas concerning it's preſent and ſuture State, and ſums up 
the Whole in that remarkable Expreſſion, Ver, 44, It is ſown a 
natural Body j it is raiſtd ah“ . is ſorvn, Many 
with all his boaſted Galety and Splendor, is poſſeſſed of the Tniignts 
fieance of a Grain of Whent, which mill thortly be fon In the 
Barth, and (hut vp from public View: 74 fsb a natural doch. 
Corrupt and pucrld, it moulders away to Dull. Unwerthy of a 
Palage 


i LC WY 
Myſterious God! let not my Reaſon pry 
] Into theſe awful Depths with curious Eye. 
Full Evidence the ſacred Writings give, 
That dying Mortals yet again ſhall live, 
They place the Fatt before our wondering Eyes. 
Jeſus explr'd, when lo! dead Saints arife 
The Saviour too, to Life return'd agaln. 
And burſt ertumphant Death's inglorlous Chaln: 
As in rude Chaos Particles adher'd | 
At firſt, and ſoon this ſpacious Orb appear'd, 
So kindred Atoms ſhall together join, 


And prove the Hand that raiſes them divine, 
Yes: 


Palace, a Bed of Down, or even the poor Convenleneies of a 
Cottage, the diſhonourable clay-cold Cavern is it's laſt Abode. 
Unable to ſuſtain the Burden of Life, it ſinks beneath the ponder - 
ous Load,--/t is raiſed, Not ſubject ta the Caprice of Fortune, 
or the ungovernable Fury of malicious Blaſts, the ſame ſkilful 
Hand that ſowed it will as certainly raiſe it again.—1t is raiſed a 
''Þ ſpiritual Body, No longer liable to Corruption or Decay, its Ex- 
| 5 iſtence ſhall be immortal, In a peculiar manner it may be ſaid the 
| 1 | Bodies of the Righteous thall be no more expoſed to the Diſho- 
; mours of the grave, Never ſhall they again mourn their Frailty 
under 


LY 


6 9 Fu 
Yes: Ye ſhall.riſe who trifle with your God; 


Who now contemn his Mercy and his Rod! 
Not to partake of everlaſting Joy, 

Or drink thoſe Pleaſures which can never cloy. 
No, Your dead Budies ſhall Immortal riſe, 

J 0 feel th' eternal Vengeance of the Skies, 

The awful God will fay, tremendous Thought! 
'* Depart ye curſed | for I knuw you not.“ 
Your Immortality will ever be 
The Aggravation of your Miſery, 

O | could you but indulge the pleaſing Hope, 
That into Non-exiſtence you ſhould drop | 4 
| But 


. 


3 K 


„ — 


under Sufferings 1 their Sufferings are for ever dane away, Nor 
ſhall they complain of Weakneſs in performing the kind Com- 
mands of their heavenly Father. The Body ſhall ſweetly har- 
monize with the Soul in every act of chearful Obedience to the 
great Supreme, 

The Apoſtle Paul, thro! all his Writings infinitely excels the 
nobleſt profane Authors but here he ſeems to outſhine himſelf, 
Superior to metaphyſical Speculation, or the Sophiſtry of 
Schools, he diſcourſes on one of the moſt exalted Topics, in 
Language ſuited to the Capacities of the Vulgar ; yet ſo ma- 
;jeſtic, that it defies the Aſſaults of the moſt invidious Criticiſm, 


(20 I 


But Hope alas! no Paſſage finds to Hell. 


— 


With damned Ghoſts, in Anguiſh none can tell, 


Forever! yes; for ever you mult dwell, 


Ye, who now make th? incarnate God your Truſt] 
Shall, in the Reſurrection of the Juſt, | 


Stand void of Shame, You will the God confeſs ; 


Ard Heaven aſtonith'd ſhall applaud rhe Grace, 
While thus my Fancy views th* important Day, 
Cloth'd in a Smile, methinks hear him ſay, 
Welcome ye Objects of my F ather's Love! 
Thrones to poſſeſs in brighter Worlds above.” 


Emilia and Endymion there ſhall meet, 


And lay their Honours at Immanuels Feet. 
Propitious Gol! O! there may worthleſs I 


Mect them, and join the Chorus of the Sky. 5 


1 O! the bright Glories of that State and Place, 
kl! Where Saints enraptur'd view their Fathers Face: 
Where ſhining Hoſts in ſweeteſt Concert move 


And ſhout Hoſannas to redeeming Love! 


. 


n 
What, if Afflictions meet us on the Road, 

While we're aſcending to our Father God ? 
The future Bliſs which every Saint ſhall gain, 
Will compenſate for every Grief and Pain; 
My God ! if furure Bliſs may be my Lot, 
I would not wiſh YVindulge a murmuring Thought 

Againſt thy Diſpenſations. | Here Ill reſt : 
In Providence, whatever is, is beſt. | 
Come ſweet Compoſure! ſooth my throbbing Heart, 

Let ſweet Submiſſion ſoften every Smart, 
| Fain would I bear each Stroke, and not repine: 


In all Things ſay, The Glory Lord! be thine. 


F INI 8. 
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